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for the massacre of the Strelitzes, but there he was
hemmed in by a sea of flames which blocked every
exit. What was to be done ? Napoleon could neither
advance nor retreat. Fortunately there was descried
a gate opening on the Moskowa, and through this
narrow passage the fugitive escaped from the Krem-
lin, But his danger had only begun; now he had
to plunge into the city, which was all a fiery
furnace. A narrow, winding street, already afire,
was to be seen, and into that the Emperor plunged.
All about him roofs were falling, arches crumbling,
beams crashing down: it was like one of the circles
of Dante's Inferno. A few staunch friends proposed
to the Emperor to cover him from head to foot with
their cloaks and to carry him to safety in their arms;
he refused, and hastened on over .the glowing cinders.
His gray overcoat was burned in many places; his
hair was singed. At last, as if by miracle, he made
his escape from the accursed city, and that evening
he found quarters, a league away, on the Saint Pe-
tersburg road, in the castle of Petrovski, the summer-
house of one of the Emperor Alexander's chamber-
lains.

When Napoleon awoke the next day, September
17, he looked at Moscow: the horizon was all aglow;
the fire, so far from going out, was burning with
redoubled violence. He exclaimed sadly, "This
betokens great misfortunes! " Yet he did not lose
heart; he wished to defy fortune again, and with
greater audacity. Since one of Russia's two capitals'